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Items of Interest. 

—Gutemalan officials are charged with 
stealing $3,000,000 from the government. 

' —The Religious Garb bill, has passed 
the Pennsylvania legislature and has been 
signed by the governor. 

—The Cuban insurgent leader, Gen. 
Gomez, is said to be marching on Santa 
Clara with a force of 10,000 men. 

—Recent fires destroyed property 
amounting to $1,500,000 in San Francis- 
co, and $100,000 in Oswego, N. Y. 

—The Canadian criminal code is to be 
amended so as to include poolrooms that 
accept bets on races in the United States. 

—Mount Vesuvius celebrated the Fourth 
of July, as a national holiday, by opening 
a new fissure and sending forth quite a 
'arge stream of lava. 

—The closing of the liquor saloons on 
Sunday, in New York,city has called forth a 
storm of protest from those who aided in 
the election of the present administration. 

—Hon. John G. Wpollcy addressed the 
third annual convention of the Inter-Col- 
legiate Prohibition association, in 
Cleveland, O., July 2. His topic was, 
"Christian Politics." 

—James R. Garfield, son of the late 
President Garfield was nominated by the 
Republicans for the State Senate at War- 
ren, O., July 2. His nomination was 
made on the thirteenth anniversary of the 
assassination of his father. 

—The new schedule of the Cornwall 
and Lebanon railroad is found to contain 
Sunday trains. This will be the first oc- 
currence of the kind in the history of the 
road, and is being bitterly opposed by the 
management of the Chautauqna. They 
have notified the railroad officials that un- 
less these Sunday trains be stopped, the 
Assembly will come to a close July 12, 
two weeks before the time set, and an 
other site will be sought. 

HIS NEEDS. 

"Aaron's boy would do tip-top if he 
had a string long enough,"said one neigh- 
bor. 

"I don't see what use he could make of 
a string," said neighbor number two. 

"Well, if he could tie up all those loose 
ends that he leaves dangling, tie himself 
down to his work, tie his pocket-book to- 
gether, and then tie his tongue so it 
wouldn't wag so busily, he would be as 
useful a fellow as we have in town. 
But it would take considerable string. 

• "A GIFT without the giver is bare." 

DO 80METHTNG. 

Each member of a Christian church 
should be a worker for Christ. Our Lord 
has never granted a dispensation to a sin- 
gle one of us. Would any of us desire 
that he should ? His vows are upon us 
all, without exception. Are we each 
obedient to his word, "Occupy till I 
come ?" Are we putting out our talents 
to interest? If we are not doing so, we 
can never enter into rest. Rest implies 
previous labor. We are bidden by the 
Holy Spirit to labor to enter into the rest 
of God—it is the way thereto. Idlers 
are unrestful, fidgety, worried and worry- 
ing, fretful and fanciful, troubled and 
troublesome. They are happiest who 
are most completely consecrated to the 
service of God, and most full absorbed in 
obedience to his will. 

Oh, that all our church members were 
constrained by divine grace to do their 
utmost for the Lord ! There would then 
be no lack of laborers, no vine would be 
left unpruned, no wheat ungarnered. 
Under God we have in the church all 
that is needful for its great work ; it only 
needs bringing out and setting in order— 
perhaps we ought to say arousing and 
quickening. The world is full of stir,— 
social, political, scientific, selfish,—and 
shall the Savior's household be given to 
slumber ? Heaven can be no heaven to 
us it we do not labor here, by either doing 
or suffering the divine will. As six days 
of work precede the Lord's Sabbath of 
rest, so must it be with us if we would en- 
joy the Sabbath of the skies. Remember 
how Bonar puts it, and let us put it so : 

"Death worketh, 
Let me work, too ; 

Death undoeth, 
Let me do. 

Busy as death my work I ply, 
Till I rest in the rest of eternity. 

"Time worketh, 
Let me work,  too ; 

Time findeth, 
Let me do. 

But as time my work I ply, 
Till I rest in the rest of eternity. 

"Sin worketh, 
Let me work, too ; 

Sin undoeth, 
Let me do. 

Busy as sin my work I ply, 
Till I rest in the rest of eternity. 

—C. H. Spurgeon. 

MACHINE religion is like machine music 
—it has no soul in it. It lacks expression 
and tone. A hand organ may play a tune 
but how much sweeter the same tune 
when it is produced by the touch of a 
master !—Baltimore Advocate. 

A POOS man's all weighs as much with 
God as a rich man's millions. 

GRANDPA'S PIGS. 

Tom had come to spend a week on 
grandpa's farm. Tom was a city boy, so 
he loved to run in the green fields, feed 
the chickens, and ride to the mill with 
brown Dobbin. Grandma said Tom was a 
very good boy. And grandpa said he 
would make a fine farmer some day. 
Tom loved to see Henry, grandpa's man, 
feed the little pigs. How they would 
gobble up their supper, and Tom would 
laugh to see them tumbling over each oth- 
er, as if they were trying to find out which 
one could eat the most. 

One day grandma had a tea party. She 
dressed Tom in his new suit, and sent 
him out to walk in the flower garded, un- 
til the ladies came. But Tom thought he 
could at least go and look at the piggies. 
So he climbed up on the fence, and threw 
bits of leaves on their backs to wake them 
up. 

All at once, there was a big crash, and 
the board Tom was' sitting on broke in 
two. Down went poor Tom into the pig- 
pen ! O ! what frightened piggies, and 
O ! what a dirty boy, all over mud ! 

Grandpa heard a sob as he passed near- 
by, and he thought the piggies must be 
very funny ones if they could cry like 
that. So he looked over the fence, and 
there in the corner of the pen sat poor 
Tom, crying as if his heart would break. 

"O, ho !" laughed grandpa, "what new 
piggy is this in my pen ?" 

Grandma washed him and changed his 
clothes, but Tom had to wear his old sai- 
lor suit to the tea party, and grandpa 
said, every time Tom came near him that 
night: "Well, how is my new little prize 
pig ?" 

Mother said Tom deserved it all, for 
not staying in the garden as grandma told 
him to do ; and whenever Tom wanted to 
disobey, she would say, "Remember 
grandpa's little pigs."—Sunbeam. 
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THC story is told of a preacher who had 
a call to a new and inviting field, but said 
he could not accept it until he was sure 
that such was the ordering of Providence. 
A day or two later an anxious parishioner 
met a child of the family, and asked him 
if his father had decided the question. 
"Well," said the little fellow cautiously, 
"father is still praying for light, but he's 
got our goods most all packed." A good 
many of our prayers for light, if closely 
examined, would be found to be of much 
the same order. We come to places 
where we are by no means certain that 
God's will and ours run parallel. We ask 
divine guidance, but all the time we hur- 
riedly "pack our-goods" in the direction 
our hearts have chosen. 
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